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Letters to Santa Claus

Letters to Sauta Claus
From Appleton, lennessee

Denr Saotn Claus:—1 want a loy

1OTSe, & wiagdon, same candy. aramges

apples, banunas apd some nuls |

e Mirchell

aln

"'E!” vears old Llareng

Dﬁlf l‘lrl'.g
some candy, oranges, appies and a
of knlves and forks, loy stove
nuls.

Dear Old o |

briog me a slecplog doll
es anif some apples

Clausie;=FPlease me

el Pear Sania;~iease bring me some

By som wody cranges, a cocoauul, some wal

lrene Newlon nuls and & liny plano

4 Yot 3
Santa wanl you lo Dellie Freeman

a sel ol dish Uear Sanla is:=—Please bring

e

| am a Little girl | 5 big dell, do radle, carringe

eleven years old I Yiwe in Alnbama |and a plam I this s ool too much |

aod go to wchool at Boaner every day wanl some apples and

Always

rauge

Clara Cotirell litle (riend,

Katie |

Your

ott Bonuer

Dear Santa
girl 1en years old

Crags; =1
T
o visit me this Chirisln

Please

ralsing,

J me
s

neEar the -1.|(,,||,‘ ol

big doll, a

my stockings Hire some vases and b g

lihe a gres szl ol Don't fan
slory
candy, apples and oranges
dear old Santa, and would like lo

-
you, but 1'll sbhul my eves tight and be

my i sier ang Hner

don'l o

hooks. posteard album and please edel all 1 bave ash

| love you o lor P wild go | Ded cany

ser | sleep unhil morning Tours fruly

Ura Dove Basshawm

a ﬂl}llil girl Your loving ittle girl, Kind Old Sauta Please come down

Mable Fat
' ATe L in Alabama and In

Dear Santa Claw

ing e sothe dy,

~| wanl vou to|a kmile, two oranges and atything else

bl’il‘lﬂ me a doll, some candy vou think a good bay would ik

oran !I‘
apples bananas and ool eci! Fracman-
to

(‘hrii‘lll'l' bimies ani

round Hit ugh

drop 2 e L

L

I bring them |x'!'

Your little girl,
Lula Mitcheli ‘

eleven vears old

Al INANES,

Iitle rvocking char! on 't

" Dl’ll Sanla Clais:==} wand b brother and sislers Ocie Collman

bring me a sleeping

Vi

doill, a pano, a Dear Sanla; Please bring e A

doll carringe, some apples, oraoges, | sack ol popcorn, an orange, sone ap

bananas, candy. 1 am a Tennesss

itie toy train thal can rum
sworlth House

ples and n I

Your friend, Your little boy, ®iis

Gertrude Bassham Dear Santa Claus=—] am a hittle

two years old,  Will you
thing thal would please a
like me

girl
bring some-
small girl

Westelle Chapman

Dear Santa;—1 wan! a liltle
a horse, some candy,

wagoun,
npples, oranges,

bananas, ouls, a loy gui, a slory  book

Young Women: Number Suprising

The namber ol
who suffer with weak
and nervons spells, duil headache
nnd wenrines suprising, Kid
ney ani bladder 1! these
vroubles, but il Foley Kidoey Pills
AT e g directed rehef-follows
promplly, sond the 18 rii.-fipiw!ll‘_
Contain forming drugs,

and twelve post cards. | eleven

years old

am
Edward Newlon.
\"’“l'g wolimen
Dear Santa Claus;=—I wanl a nice back, dizzy
dress
al

ways so glad for Christmas to come, |

set ol vases, a locketl and a nice

1 am a Tennessee gir), age 13, I'm 8 18

dadlee
am going o school and len
My teacher is Mr. L

Your friend, Pearl Stovers

raing last
D Chapman,

no nabil

Some are an-hungered, some athirst,
Some are borne down with heavy woe,

Some are of sin and shame accursed,
But in the Eve-star’'s heaven-glow

All are befriended, each has heard
Messages that bid him rejoice.

We are the ones that spealkk the Word—
Brother, my brother, it is His voice.

We go a-shuddering to the door
Sorrowing over all the want,
Giving the gifts brought cf our store
Into the hands by pain made gaunt.
Nay, 'tis not ours that find the way
Into the dark and noisome street,
Bringing the cheer of Christmas day—
Brother, my brother, it is His feet.

Child lips to laughter alien-strange
Show us a miracie in this while,
When over them there comes a change—
When for the once they Know a smile.
Baubles we bring are jewels fair
Found in the distant wonderlands.—
Think you'tis we who bring them there?
Brother, my brothaer, itis His hanr'

l

P to us through the centuries
foreveg in oné deep ke

one & of thess
o cli {o Me."

|

i .'.||'..|U'I'.,I

andd

forgel
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FRUITS
NUTS
CANDIES
FRUIT

ENTERTAINED:

Misses Mary Chambers and Ruth

Iwilly delightfully entertained a2l the

bhowe of Mr.and Mes, M. B. Chambers,
Mi
ll.l'l

braled

lasl Tuesday night of

Albert Woodard
and parlors

in honos

I'kse r".'-",lliut)

were beautilully de

in palms and evergreens Varions

games were all

Al a |:

served

enjoyed by present

ile  hour  relreshments were
o YoL

PRICE . OSBORNE:
Arthur Price and
Osborne were married on
ol Bethel
Both and
groom are Lawrence Countians, with
large circle of

Thelma
ul,

Miss
Tuesday
the

bride

last week in the parlors
House at Coluinbia
a
iriends who wish for
them every joy and abundanl prosperi-
ty. Mr Price is the som of Mr
Mrs E G Price of Roule Two, o

wan of splendid business capacily, and |

and

T NN N R

young

For several years he has been
Tele-

s

energy.

CAKES

connected with the Cumberland

phone Co. in Nashville, whese

marked capacily, bonesty and atlenlion

to duty have made him a [avorile with cakea (}f a]l
His b
daughter of My a

of New Prospec

his employers ide is the pretty
M L Osborne

rare sweel

KINDS

ness ol charact
Mr and Mrs P

their home

of person |

ly make;

in, Pll’ e~

PLUM

N T R TR R R RN N

lurn from a

«

A

Au ordinance
and lo prescribe
lation thereok;

Sec. . Beit
Conuctl of Law

PUDDINGS

108

v

il «»

mﬂ;mgmﬂsmxa

> mmmgmmm

i plaint for files i

‘Summertown Boy
Seriously Wounded
John Mitchell lu.t-a Load Intend-

ed for Rabbit, Improving
Last Reporl

While rabbil hunting last week John
by a

their

Mitchell was accidentally shot,

companion named Hinson, near
The

range enfered

home al Summeriown

enlire

load hired al shorl his
side jusl above the hip inlliclieg a very
first

VErYy

dangerous, and whal was al

A
]

served to check the force of the charge,

bought to be a [alal wound
heavy htllliillg coal, hu‘.\‘rl‘m_ SEEMS

and 1o this he probably owes his lifes

| Al lasl reporls, he was inproving and

 hopes are now enlerlained lor his re-
covery.

5. After Passing Years

|Lawrenceburg lestimony
mains Unshaken

Time i2 the best test of
Hero is a Lawrenceburg story that
has stood the te=t of time, It isn
story with a pointwhich will come
-lrnmht Lome 1o many of s

Long, east of depot  Law
I':nwhuig. ]t‘l n., says: ‘U wasn
coustaut snflerer f'rom kidonky com-
i it
| | : (1

truth

WEEK.'

Re-

The Children’s Space

Pleasant Valley

|
|
|
|
|
|

Deat

suls Ulaus |

am a litle
in the secomd
| have been trying 10 be good
would remember me Chrisimas.
some apples, candy and nuls
Fiom your friend. Charlie Henson

[\Il\.' i

mine years old and

| am a little girl fen years

i The third grade.

wld and | grade.
wrile you a | s You
]

that |

I will
few lines 1o

{lin{

tetl you wanl lor || wani

lmas a Little doll some candy and

Your hl!lf triend,
| Dear Santa
Clara Hill : -

OFanges
Clavs;—1 am a littde
the second

| have tried 1o be good so you

remember

girl nine yeas
.ﬂl.l'.iﬂ

would

‘ old and in
Dear Santaz- I am a litle girl ten

years old and am o the third grade. |

A

and candy

Christmas. |
loy slove, a
wagons and a litile lalking doll,
Your littie Iriend, Iva May Nix.
—.

Ethridge

me
|mH tell youu what | wanl.
doll dishes

Your little friend

wan! some

ittie

sel ol raising and a

and rome apples

YViola Heason

Dear Santa Clavs;=1 am a little girl

ten yeurs old and in the second grade,

Dear
yeavs ald and

sanla: | awm alittle girl ten

Lhis s lime 1
A cap,
sweater, some gloves, apples, oranges,
candy and don'l lorget my little broth-
*r, he is a nice little fellow. My pame
Pearl Foster,

| have been leving 1o be good so you
the lirs!

have written to you. |

remember  me

l| wauld L hrisimas |

| wanl 2 ng sieeping doll and a big want

slisve arl From vour

L

friend,

rzie Lasleell

Dear Sania

Clavsg—l

aud i lhe

am lilleen

yenry old second

he

‘T-.]r [
" Dear Santa

e | am a liltle boy sev-
| en vears old. 1 go to school every day
but our school will bz oul Friday and
| am sorry for | bave gol a good leacher
ind | don't want lo give her up so Ul
. von please Santa | wanl some caps for
all apples, oranges,

candy and nuls you have lo spare, |

hr.-' been trying 1o <0

L'\'m\i

ucvn]l remember me  Chrisimas

wanl a dresser, 2 pair of vases, tome

Re

sler and brothey

s, candy apples and

sranges,

member papa, mmnma, si

| and the bab
|

Your lille lriend,

|
my gun and the

Feanie Langham

Santa

gurl mine yenrs old

| Dear Clang:=—l am a llll'f|\u;.l1dllht’ lo have some lire cr ilﬂ

I wani a big doll, teo don't forgel my brothers they live
Edgar Fos'er
WEST FORK

I will wrile to tell yon

some candy, a sel ol little dishes, 4 lit- [ in Colombia

| tle pony and, dear Sanla Claus,
it} “'”l‘

bring

mne

stove and skillets and slove

pan Your hitle fnead, Dear Sauta:-
Pearl Risner
ples oranges and nuls and lots of good

things. Domea Sims

Dear Santa Claus;—1 little
girl seven vears old and in the second

grade, Have tried to be

am a

- A
good so you| .

Christmas, 1)
wanl a stove and pans, some nuls and | Nashville two davs last week to see the
candy, figs and and | marvelous Ben Hor.

oranges and a wagon, a china doll that Dr H P Smiley leaves Ihis week o
and a doll | join his wile and baby who are wilh
Your little friend, relatives in Huntingdon to spend the
{ holidays:

D AW INA

: ByW:]bur D- Ne.s‘bd 4

would | vemeimber Mr and Mrs Walker Barmet: were in

me

bananas, rasing

Can say mama and papa
chair

Mattie Grace Pryor

'\

*Uosdl the daybrsak, and the shadows flee away."—The Song of Soluml

Here, at high noon the sun looks down .
In stately calmness on the streets;
There, twilight comes to field and town
And night her minor croon repeats
In whispers that are darkly sad -
But still the world is whirling on, j
And somewhere, jubilant and glad,
There sound the trumpets of the dawm

The sunlight drips on drowsing ships
And breaks, and falls in golden strips
And lights the waves with jeweled tips,

A midnight here, a twilight there,
Mid-morning and mid-afternoon-—
But, laughing into life somewhere,
The dawn comes as a wondrous boon
To eyes that yearn for ligh of day,
To eyes that search the pulsige
To eyes that fain would drive a
i The listless languor of dull

sy dawn forever flies
ngs of joy across the skies
Whilk each close-clutching shad

|
-\ hestars pale into nothingness—
[ & oo outer silence faint the stars
jatvn, her gladness to expres
7s forth her first far reachir
lbraaks into limpid light,
“ades that robed'

NS

{that I want a greal big doll, some aps 2l

i

B




